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Frederiet. "HE Eee Mr. Rely, 
Robin.............. Mr. Banniſter, Jun. 
Endle 5 Suett, 
William... ...... Mr. Sedgwick, I 
Aue e Mr. Alfred, 


ee e Mir. d, 
Louiſa.. ...... . ... Miſs Barclay, 
Margaretta: . «++ Signora Storace, 

| Nelly............... Miſs De Camp, 
Granditttber:. .... Mrs. Booth. 


Chorus of Peaſants, Ge. 
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NO SONG NO SUPPER. 


ACT 1. 


OVERTURE. Storace. 


AIR. FREDERICK. Storace. 


T.. ling'ring pangs of hopeleſs love 
Condemn'd, unpitied, to endure, 

Ah! hapleſs fate! by flight I ſtrove 

To ſooth the pain I could not cure. 


Ceaſe, 8 ceaſe, thy angry ſtrife, 
Or here thy whelming billows pour 
J aſk but this—oh ! take my lite, 
Or bear me to ſome diſtant ſhore. 
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Vou wrong me, I aſſure 


AIR. DoxorRV. 


) 


French Air. 


| Go, George, Ican't endure you— 


Ou ;_— 


I wonder why 1 love you till; 
Are women for no. uſe, meant, 
But merely man's amufement, ih 
To teaze and torture, as he will? 
No, if you lov'd me true, 


 ______ Yaw'd other means purfue— 


No, that you don't, tis plain, 
I tell you ſo again. 
'No, no, no, no, 
- You ne'er 
Could bear 
To uſe me ſo. 


What ſee you, pray about me, 
Thus ſtiil to ſcold and flout me? 
Sauce treatment yet was never heard; 
I ned er n. uſt ſpeak - good gracious! 
I'm ſure 'tis quite vexatious, 
I never now muſt ſpeak a word. 
No, if you lov'd me true, 
| You'd other means purſue 
No, that you don't, tis din. 


I tell you ſo again. 
No, no, no, no, 


Vou ne*er 


Could bear | 


To uſe me to. 


1 


AR. Crop. Storace. 


How happity my life 1 led, 
Without:a day of forrow | 
To plow and fow— 
To reap and mow— 
No care beyond the morrow. 
In heat or cold. in wet or dry, 
I never grumbled, no not I. 
My wife, 'tis true, 
Loves words a few: 
What then?—T let her prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
I found myſelf ſtill rich enough 


In the ij Joys of an humble ate. 


But when with law I craz'd my _ 
47 & loſt both peace and pleaſure; 
| Long ſays to hear 
To ſearch- and ſwear--- 
And plague beyond all meaſure. 
One grievance brought another on, 
My debts increaſe, my ſtock 1s gone: 
My wife, ſhe ſays, 


Our means *twill raiſe ; 
What then tis idle prate ; 


3 For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 


1 found myſelf ſtill rich enough 
In the joys of an humble ſtate, 
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AIR. PIs 5 — 


1 thought our quarrels 1 


And ſet my heart at eaſe; 


Tis ſtrange you're thus 1 


You take delight to teaze; 
Yes, yes - 
You ib delight to teaze. 


Dear Sir, decide the ſtrife 
Betwixt your child and wife! 


Alas! the grief I feel, 
1 dare not to eee 


| I know that you believe 
For Fred'rick's loſs I grieve.— 


Pſho! Pſho! 


Very well, "Og well, think as you pleaſe. 


In vain I'm alan Ariving 
To make our difff'rence ceaſe, 


If you're diſputes contriving, 


And will not live in peace; 
No, No 
You will not live! in peace. | 
I'm vex'd, dear Sir, for you, 
But fay, what can! do? 
To none I can complain—— 


How cruel is my pain! 


I know that you believe 


For Fred'rick's Toſs 1 grieve: — 


Pſho! Pſho! 
Very well, very well, think as you pleaſe 
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AIR. MARC ARET TA. Storace. 


With lowly ſuit and ade ditty, 

I call the tender mind to pity. 

My friends are gone, my heart is beating, 
And chilling poverty's my lot; 

From paſſing ſtrangers aid entreating, 

I II wander thus, alone, forgot. 

Relieye my woes, my wants diſtreſſing, 
And Heav'n reward you with its bleſſing! 


Here's tales of love, Sh maids "HON II : 
Of battles fought, and captives taken; 
The jovial tar ſo boldly failing, - 

Or caſt upon ſome deſert ſnore; 
The hapleſs bride his loſs bewailing, 

And fearing ne'er to ſee him more. 
| Relieve my woes, my wants diſtreſſing, 

And Heav'n reward you with 1 its . 


— — — 00 


— — — 


Nelly. 


US ) 


I RI O. Storace. 


MARGARETTA, Donornv, AND NerL. 


Nelly. 


Margaretta. 


Margaretta. 


Dor. & Nel. 
M argaretia. 
Dor. & Net. 


Margaretta. 


v 


Knocking at this time of day ! 
| What's your bus'neſs, miſtreſs, pray? 


A ſtranger, at your friendly door, 
I ſhelter from the night implore. 


This begging is a ſorry trade, 
I fear you'll find but little aid, — 
But ſtay !—T'I] aſk, and let you know. 


Alas! too ſure, I fear, * tis true ; 


A beggar finds a beggar's due, 
Tho' oft unfeign'd the tale of woe. 


You muſt be gone—we're left alone, 
And harbour here can give to none. 


"oy aching feet no more ſuffice ; 


A hittle ſtraw is all I crave. | 
N ot two miles hence the village lies-- 
I wonder what the wench would | 
have. 


Go, get you packing, gipſy, bench! 


We told you that you could not 
: ſtay--- | 


I wonder at your impudence--- 


- Begone, you baggage ! march! 
a wa 

Hapleſs lot! muſt g0 hence! 
Pity me and let me [tay ! 


Poverty i is no offence ;--- 


*Tis too late to find the way. 


Dor. 8 3 Nel. Go, get you packing hence! 


| You know you cannot ſtay 
What matchleſs impudence ! . 
You baggage, march! away! 


CRO AND DoxorhY. Srorace. 


Crop. 1 think 1/11 venture to ſurmiſe, 
I know who'll ſpeak the firſt. 
Dor. You think, no doubt, you re wond'rous 
| vile; 
Before 111 ip ook PII burſt. 

| Both. Depend upon' 4 you'll have the worſt 
| Crop. Can you your tongue keep in? 

Dor. Yes—when ſhall we begin? 
Crop. When I hold up my thumb : 

Both. Agreed, agreed 
Now—now—take beed! 
Dor. I'm ſilent. 
Job... Mum !—Mum !—Mum ! 
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| FINALE. Storace. 


Ropin, FREDERICK, WILLIAM, CRor, 
MARGARETTA, AND DoRoTHY. 


Crop. How often thus I'm forc'd to trudge ! 
5 I own this uſeleſs toil I grudge. 
Robin. Cheer up, and let your heart be light! 
Crop. Tho' long and tireſome be the way, 
„ I muſt be back at break of day. 
Robin. Your gain the labour ſhall requite. 
”. I'll think on what you ſaid. 
Crop. Aye, aye, be careful, F red: 


| Margaretia. Loft in the dark, perplex'd I rove, 
255 And know not where 1 ſtray; 


Some kindly ſtar, a friend to love, 
Dire me on my way! 


Dor. III fee if yet the coaſt be clear 
3 Hold! hold! not yet ;—they {till are 
bere 


Crop. & Fred. But if at laſt my Wit ſhould . . 
Rob. & Will. Plhaw! never ſtand to quake and 
quail. 
Crop. & Fr. To- night good tune be our guide! 
Rob. & Mil. J We'll take the beſt that may betide. 


Crop. & Fr. Hope, a diſtant j joy diſcloſing, 
Rob. & Will. 3 comfort can impart: 
Marg. ff Anxious doubt in hope repoſing, 

” * Fancy calms the troubl'd heart. 
* 


Our. weary toil ſucceſs epa, 


i And fortune guide 12 = * on the way! 


AR. Wittram. Storace. 


From al6ft the Mike looks around, 

And hears below the murm'ring billows ſound: 
Far off from home he counts another day; 
Wide o'er the ſeas the veſſel bears away; 

His courage wants no whet, 

But he ſprings the ſail to ſet, 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of May, 

And, caring nought, 

He turns his thought 
| To his e Sue, or his 5 charming Bet. 


. Now to Heav'n the lofty topmaſt ſoars, 
The ſtormy blaſt like dreadful thunder roars ; 
Now Ocean's deepeſt gulphs appear below, 
The curling ſurges foam, and down we go: 
When ſkies and ſeas are met, 
They his courage ſerve to whet : 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of . 
And dreading nought, 
He turns his thought 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. 


n 
AIR. MAROGARETTA. Grerry, 


A Miſer bid to have and hold me, 
And greedy parents would have ſold me: 
A huſband was enough for me, 
No matter ugly, lame, or old ;— 
There was no harm, that they could — 
So all his bags were full of gold :— 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
Vou never were in danger here: 
Should ſuch a huſband have, or hold 
No, Robin, no, you need not tear, 
You never were in danger here. 


With muſty vifage, ſour, and gloomy, 
The tott'ring dotard came to woe me; 

He ſaid my love was worth a groat—— 
And then he tried, good lord! to ſmile :— 
It makes me fick the very thought— - 

I could not bear him all the while ; 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 

You never were in danger here : 

It makes me fick the very thought— 

No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here. 
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AIR. "Landa, 5 K 


Our ſteps by virtue's laws to bind, 

__ Aſks but a tranſient pain; 

But who would calm the hed; mind, 
Oft finds the effort vain. 


Love ſcorns to free his captive prey, 
Though reaſon take the field; 
Then moſt his artful wiles betray, 


When moſt he feigns to . 


AIR. FRED RICK. Cianlani. 


Pretty maid, your fortune's here, a 
You have pow'r the heart to charm; + 
Leave your hand—what ſhould you fear ? 
Wrinkled age can do no harm. 


Mercy on me! what is this! 
UL Lines of heart too hard I fee ; — 
(How I long to print a kiſs) [afide.] 
On the hand you ſhew tome. 
Pretty maidg & c. 


DUET . 4 ltered from Pleyel. 
| FREDERICK & Lovisa. 


Thus ev'ry hope obtainin 
The doubtful conflict o'er, 
Fortune, of thee complaining, 
I waſte my ſighs no more. 


Love, by thy pow'r beſtowing 
The hand, II fondly prize, 
Take, from a heart o'erflowing, 
My vows, which grateful riſe. 
Still fondly poffeſſing 
Youth | 
: The {nou p I adore, 
In tranſport unceaſing each moment ſhall roll; 
- Content with my bleſſing, | 


I TI aſk for no more, 
But dote on the treaſure ſo dear to my foul. 


The envy of time ſtrives in vain to deſtroy 
The raptures, which hearts thus united enjoy. 
Each hour, as it flies, our delights ſhall improve, 
And friendſhip attend on the n of love. 
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AIR. MARGARETTA. ; Storace! 


| Acroſs the downs. this morning, as betimes 1 
chanc'd to go, 


A ſhepherd led his flock abroad, all white as 
driven ſnow; 
But one was moſt the ſhepherd's care, 
A lamb ſo ſleek, ſo plump, ſo fair, 

Its wond'rous beauties, in a word, to let you fair- 

ly know, | 
"Tees ſuch as Nelly from the fire took off not 
long * N 


FF Dialogue. ] 


This lamb, 2 as blithe as midſummer, j Its: frolic gam- 
bols play'd, 
And now, of all the flock a-head, the Pong wan- 
ton ſtray'd; 

A wolf that watch'd with greedy eyes, 
Ruſh'd forth, and ſeiz d the tender prize: 
The ſhepherd ſaw, and rais'd a 0 lo round, ſo 

large, I vow, 


*Twas like the cakes that N elly. laid upon the ſhelf 
8 now. 


| BE | Dialogue. 1 | 
This monſtrous ſtone the ſhepherd Hens, 11 


well his aim he took, 
Vet ſcarce the ſavage creature deign'd around 
to caſt a look, 
But fled as ſwift, with footitep light, 
As he, who brought the wine to-night ;— 
I tried to ſtop the thief, but he turn'd round In 
rage, good lack !— 5 


So mad the lawyer ſcarce can hy, hav 8 hid in 
e lack. 


K 


F INALE |  $torace, | 


CHORUS, 
Let Wird W advance, | 
And neatly trim be ſen; 
e we'll lead the mazy dance 
In cire * o'er the — 


Beyond our hopes py fortune crown'd, 

Fred. & Here all our troubles ceaſe: 

Louiſa. | Each year, that takes its jocund round, 
| Shall 0 content wang peace. 


CHORUS. 
Let 3 ladgedec. 


Marg. Andwhilſt we fon rt, and dance, and play, c 
3 The tabour Nliche ſhall ſound; _ | 
We'll laugh and chant our carols gay, 

While merry bells ring round. 


| CHORUS, 


Now mirth, and olee, and paſtime light, 
. frolick hours ſhall ſhare; _ 

And ſparkling eyes ſhall wake to-night— 
 To-morrow's time for care. 


And whilſt we ſport, &c; 
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